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Somewhere along l-15 in Georgia, 1790 

He had his new VHS tape under one arm, a bowl of popcorn in one hand, and a bottle of grape soda in the 
other. He wore a pair of gym shorts and a large t-shirt and a pair of thick, woolly socks on his feet. He 
deposited his movie and his snacks on the bench in the lounge at the rear of the bus. He then returned to his 
bunk for his pillow. 

"Hey, what are you doing?" 

"Gonna watch that movie | got the other day. You going to sleep?" 


"Um, no. I'll come and watch for a while, | guess. You make popcorn?" 


"Yeah. But you can't have any.” 


The drummer hopped down from his bunk and followed the guitarist into the lounge. After a minute or two, a 
yawning bassist carrying his pillow wandered in and settled on the floor, leaning his back against the bench 
between the drummer and the guitarist. And the lure of grape soda eventually pulled the singer into the 
lounge as well, carrying one soda bottle in each hand. 

"Junior, you want one?" 

"Thanks, man." 

The singer handed the other a bottle as he let the pillow that was under his arm fall to the floor beside the 
bass player. Dave fixed his shorts, kicked his sneakers off and sat down next to David. He watched as Marty 
put the videotape into the player and had to chuckle. 

"What?" David asked. 


"Fucking Megadeth sitting around, watching fucking Godzilla movies and drinking soda. Long ways off from a 


couple years ago, huh?" 

"For the better" David smiled and softly clinked his bottle against Dave's. 

Above them, Nick and Marty settled on the bench and passed the popcorn back and forth. David yawned again 
and slid down until he was stretched out on the floor with his hands folded behind his head that rested on his 
pillow. The four of them watched in silence as Godzilla surfaced from the ocean and attempted to take 
Mothra's egg. 

A piece of popcorn fell on David's forehead. 

"What the fuck? Keep it up there, Marty." David playfully scolded the guitarist. 

A second later, another piece hit him in the cheek, this time coming from Nick. 


" Hey! " 


David heard snickers and glanced at Dave, who raised an eyebrow. And then the entire bowl was dumped on 


David. 
"HEY!" He sat up and pulled his pillow from the floor and walloped Nick with it. 


"Oh, yeah??" The drummer countered with his own pillow and just like that, David and Nick were on their feet, 
stepping around Dave and trying to smack each other with the pillows. 


"Stop! I'm watching!" Marty complained. 


"Shut up." David smiled and swing his pillow at the guitarist, catching him square on the side of the head. 
"Both of you shut the fuck up!" Dave yelled and used an open palm to slap David on the ass. 

"Ow!" 

"Oh, you fucking love it" Dave said with a smirk. 

Marty sat still on the bench, drawing his knees up to his chest and staring intently at the small TV. Nick 
plopped back down on the seat next to him and gave him an elbow. And continued poking and prodding the 
guitarist until he snapped. 


lm trying to watch this! Knock it off, Nick!" 


Nick didn't stop, he pulled Marty's hair, stuck a wet finger in Marty's ear, and pinched his arm. Finally, Marty 


had had enough. He pulled a small throw pillow from beside him and smacked Nick across the face with it. 
"Hey! Can the two of you settle the fuck down?" David yelped as he got kicked and stepped on from above. 
Nick squealed and launched himself at the guitarist, forcing him onto his back as he pinned him down. Then the 


oddest thing happened. Marty bucked him off by thrusting his hips up off the bench and Nick was caught by 


surprise. He tumbled from the bench and landed on Dave, across his lap. 
"What the fuck?" The singer yelled. But instead of pushing Nick off of himself, he held the drummer down 
"Come on, Marty. I'll hold him down for you." 


Nick squirmed and thrashed but Dave clamped his arms down on the drummer's back and over the back of his 
thighs. Marty giggled and immediately hopped down. He gave Nick a hard smack on the ass. 


"Ow, fucker! Stop!" 


Another hard smack. Another yell. And now David wanted in so he crawled over and gave the drummer's ass a 


swat. The yelling slowly turned into mewling and the thrashing slowly became rocking. 
"Dude, are you getting fucking hard?" Dave asked. 

"Shut up!" 

"You arel You're getting a fucking boner on my leg!" 


"Just keep spanking me!" Nick begged. 


"No way!" Dave struggled to push Nick off of his lap. 


Marty stopped him and yanked Nick's shorts off of his ass. He gave a bare cheek a really hard slap and Nick 
rolled his hips, grunting in response. David had grown quiet as he sat back on his heels. He, too, could feel a 
certain stirring over watching the drummer being spanked. When he lifted his eyes to Dave's face, he could 
see something happening to the redhead as well. Keeping his eyes locked on Dave's, David reached for Marty 
and pulled him into a long, deep kiss which the guitarist fought at first but soon gave himself over to it. Arms 
slipped around David and pulled him as Marty fell back. David slid between the guitarist's legs and began rocking 


against him. 

"What the fuck are we doing?" Marty gasped between soft grunts. 

"Dry humping." David replied before he leaned in for another kiss. 

Nick had managed to sit up but hadn't bothered to pull his shorts up. Now he sat in Dave's lap, feeding the 
singer little kisses while he stroked himself. Dave pushed his hand in between them and rubbed his own cock 
through his shorts. It was then that Nick did something nobody expected, he stood up and pushed his cock into 
Dave's face. 


"Suck it." He commanded. He commanded Dave Mustaine to suck his cock! 


The redhead just stared up at him in disbelief. The other two stopped whatever they were doing and watched, 
each holding breath. Nick was either about to be killed or he was about to be killed. 


"Holy shit" Marty whispered when Dave leaned forward. 

Eyes still staring at the drummer's face, Dave reached a hand out and wrapped it around Nick's cock. He pulled 
and Nick was forced to take another step forward, a foot on either side of Dave. Big, shiny, wet lips carefully 
engulfed the head and Nick sighed. 

"That's it. Suck my dick" 

Dave took him a little deeper now, using two hands on the drummer's hips to pull him closer. David felt that 
their leader ought to be rewarded for his actions so he crawled off of Marty, who seemed disappointed, and 
over to Dave. Without pausing to request permission, the bassist dug into Dave's shorts and pulled out his 
aching cock, immediately lowering his mouth onto it. 

Marty pulled himself up on his elbows now and sat there with spread legs and a hard dick. 


"What the fuck do | do now?" He muttered. 


"Take it out and get over here." Nick told him. "Dave's gonna suck you off, too." 


"Like fucking hell | am." Dave complained even as he used a hand to slide along Nick's wet shaft. 


Marty ignored him, however, and stood up beside Nick. With his dick in his hand, he watched Dave put his 
mouth back on Nick and suck him. Marty's eyes drifted down and watched the mass of dark blonde hair in 
Dave's lap. This was surreal. There was no fucking way this could actually be happening. On the other hand, 
Marty thought, watching his band mates suck dick was a step up from watching them get wasted. With a little 
grin on his lips, he tilted his head back and continued jerking off. Marty nearly screamed when a hand pushed 
his own hand off his cock and a warm, wet tongue swirled around the tip. He lowered his head to watch as 
Dave eagerly took him in. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Nick move away, sinking to his knees and 
crawling around behind David. 


Nick pulled on David's pants, letting his cock spring free. He crudely spit into the palm of his hand and used it 
to stroke the bassist's dick. He sat back on his heels beside David and used one hand to jerk him off while he 
stroked his own dick with the other hand. He watched David's head bob in the singer's lap, watched Marty's 
tight, compact body start to twitch and shudder as Dave's mouth worked his cock like a pro. 


"Dave, you do this a lot? Because, | gotta tell you, I'm no stranger to a good blowjob and you, my friend, are 


the best | ever got. In fact, I'm not gonna touch myself anymore and just wait for you to finish me off." 


Nick's taunting was the icing on the cake. David's mouth taking him deep, his tongue working each little sensitive 
ridge and lapping at the head of his cock had pushed him right to the edge, but hearing Nick talk dirty like that 
sent Dave hurdling off the edge. He bucked once, sending his dick deep into David's mouth and his hot, salty 
come pumped into the bassist's throat. Dave groaned against Marty's cock and the vibrations along with 
watching Dave have his orgasm triggered Marty's, too. He took two handfuls of Dave's hair and pushed himself 


into that wide, welcoming mouth and spilled his come all over the redhead's tongue. 


Then it was Nick's opportunity to come in Dave's mouth, too. And fuck, did he want that. He stood again and 
pushed Marty out of the way, grabbing Dave's head and pulling his mouth onto his dick once more. 


David felt the cool letdown of being abandoned, his cock still throbbing, still begging for release. He eyed Marty. 
The smaller, tight, little body was perfect. David was quickly to his feet and he wrapped two strong arms 
around the guitarist, bending him over the bench. He didn't need to fuck him, he just wanted to push his cock 
between those thighs and rub until he exploded He wound an arm underneath Marty and then spit into his 
other hand and rubbed it along his shaft. As he pushed his dick between Marty's thighs, he also pushed his 
face into that huge nest of long, soft curls. David thrust himself back and forth, the friction was glorious and 
the ball of white hot heat in the pit of his stomach grew. He listened to Nick continue to talk dirty to Dave, 
telling him what a good cocksucker he was. Marty's tight little frame felt incredible in his arms. Reaching down 
between their bodies, he squeezed Marty's ass. His rocking sped up and stars burst behind his eyes as he 
pulled his cock out from between the guitarists thighs and splattered strings of warm, pearly come against 
Marty's ass. David groaned with his forehead pressed against Marty's shoulder. 


"Fuck, that was good" 


He turned around to find Dave had moved and was now sitting up on the bench. Nick stood between his spread 
knees and he had an arm wound around the drummer's back. Dave was devouring that cock like he was 


starving. Nick had one hand buried in those red curls and his cock buried down Dave's throat. 


"Come on, you filthy cocksucker, make me come. Make me shoot my come straight down your throat. You 


want it, | know you want it" Nick continued. His voice sounded raw and gritty. 


They could hear Dave gasping for breath and mewling around the drummer's dick as his fingers pressed into 


the small of Nick's back, nails digging into the flesh. 

After another moment, Nick hissed and rose up on the balls of his feet, with a final, hard thrust of his hips, 
he threw his head back and wailed. Dave swallowed his cock and felt it throbbing as hot come was pumped 
down his throat. 

The movie ended a long time ago. Marty wearily turned the machines off and picked up the empty popcorn 
bowl. David picked up the empty soda bottles and deposited them in the trash can in the bus's small 
kitchenette. 

The four of them shuffled into their bunks without another word spoken 

David lay in his bunk, staring at the one above him, wondering if he'd ever get a blowjob from Dave. 


Dave lay above David, wondering if David would ever let him bend him over the way he'd done Marty. 


Marty lay across from David, wondering if he'd ever get to hear Nick talk dirty to him the way he did to 


Dave. 


Nick lay above Marty, wondering how this all happened in the first place. 


